onymously with the term poststructuralists) situate the author among a number of other factors producing a text. This left Gabler vulnerable to the criticisms of Kidd: that Joyce's intentions were not taken into account in the synoptic edition and that the use of facsimiles rather than originals led to an inferior version, condemnations that Gabler initially shrugged off as an "'amateur critique'" (77). 2 Yet as Kidd and Gabler continued a debate in the pages of the New York Review of Books, 3 others took heed, and Kidd's assumptions about authorial intentions were championed by those who most wanted to please the "common reader": Ulysses's publishers. The 1961 edition of Ulysses was reissued, and the Gabler trade-edition's title was changed from "Ulysses": The Corrected Text to "Ulysses": The Gabler Edition. 4 In 1997, the Irishman Rose entered the fray by issuing "Ulysses": A Reader's Edition in which he claimed to increase the "pleasure of the reader" by emending the manuscript for ease of reading (vi). Again, Brannon points out the fissures in editorial logic where Rose claims to present an "isotext . . . literally 'Ulysses as James Joyce wrote it'" (xiii) at the same time that he relies on what she refers to as grammatically challenging areas in Joyce's work and "misrepresentations of Joyce's intent . . . without any concrete evidence given to support such an interpretation" (151). Thus Rose hyphenates and adds clauses at will in order to "smooth" the reading experience for the lay reader, but, as Brannon shrewdly points out, "[w]hether these alterations make any real change to the actual process of reading the novel is doubtful" (169). And so the question remains, who reads Ulysses anyway?
Part of Brannon's point is that the seemingly petty, but fiercely territorial, arguments about commas and hyphens in the published versions of Ulysses purport to concern themselves with the reader's experience of the celebrated text, while, in fact, overlooking the larger question of Ulysses's accessibility to readers in general. Brannon's argument, with its faithful reenactment of each editorial concern and squabble, brings us no closer to answering the question. The title of Crivelli's book refers to an actual event-the occasion of Joyce's reading "The Dead" aloud at Italo Svevo's villa. There are actually differing versions of what occurred that day. According to Ellmann, Svevo's wife, Signora Livia Veneziani, told him in an interview that she "was so moved by ['The Dead'] that she went into the garden of their villa, . . . and gathered a bunch of flowers to present to Joyce" (JJI 280). Crivelli, however, presents a different version based on an interview he had with Svevo's daughter, Signora Letizia Fonda Savio, who has her mother returning from the garden with one rose, which she then gives to Joyce in token of her appreciation of his reading. As Crivelli puts it:
The emotional impact of those pages . . . prompted a sudden, spontaneous gesture on the part of Livia. According to her daughter Letizia, she rose from her seat and went out into the garden and down the central pathway, which was shaded by a vine-covered trellis and flanked by rose bushes on both sides. After a few moments she returned with a rose in her hand, offering it to Joyce in token of her admiration. (10) There is a significant difference between a woman stirred by emotion presenting Joyce with one rose as opposed to a number of flowers; that Crivelli selects the single-rose story rather than the bouquet indicates both the theme of seduction that pervades the book and the justification for the work, which, through its wealth of detail, allows for a different and deeper appreciation of Joyce and his world in Trieste.
In the opening chapter, "A Rose for Joyce" (10-53), Crivelli
